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MUTINY MEMOIRS.

VII.
DILKHOOSHA.
WHILE we lay in that camp keeping
guard over the river we were joined by an-
other young officer, and an incident oc-
curred to all three of us which was, to say
the least, mysterious. Our bawarchi> or
cook, was a Hindustani Musalman, and we
had every reason to be satisfied with his
culinary performances, till one morning
after breakfast, when both of my compa-
nions who had sat down to that meal in
perfect health and with hearty appetites,
suffered from sudden nausea. As I was
not similarly affected, and had eaten the
same food with them, it did not occur to
us to suspect foul play. However, the
same thing happened more than once;
and at last, on one occasion, we were all
three violently sick almost immediately
after our morning repast. This was al-
together too suspicious: so, since a care-
ful inspection of our copper pots and